The eomcAll Hiflorie of 
Vaylingfierhigh fop lower then Jief ribs 
X o kiOe her burial! > !l lOuUiyl goc to Church 
Andiee the holy edihcc of (lone 
And not b^thinke me Oraight of dangerous rocks, 
which fouching'i:)Uf ftiy gentle veflcls'lide 
vvould fcatter all her fpices on the ftreanic, 

Enrobe the roring wafers with my hikes. 

And in a word, but euen now worth this, 

And now Worth nothing/ Shall f hane the thou<rht 
To thtnke on this, and iEall I lack the thouo-ht 
That filch a thing bcchaunc’d would make me (ad ? 

But tell not me, 1 know ty^nthomo 
Is fad ro thinke vpon his merchandize. 

Anth. Beleeuc me no, I thankc my fortune for it 
My ventures arc not in one bottome trufted, 

Nor to one place 5 nor is my whole eftate 
Vpon the fortune of this prefent ycerc : 

Therefore my merchandize makes me not hid. 

Sola. Why then you are in louc. 
uinth. Fie, fie. 

Sola. Not in loue neither : then let vs fay you arc fad 
Becaulcyou arc not merry ; and twere as eafic 
For you to laugh and leape, and lay you are merry ' 

Becaufe you are not fad. Now by two-headed latsm. 
Nature hath franid lirangefcllowes in her time s 
Some that will cuermore peepc through their eyes. 
And laugh like Parrats at a bagpyper. 

And other of fuch vinigar afpcifi, 

That theyle not flicw theyr teeth in way of fmile 
Though ‘I'leHor fwearie the ieft be laughable. 

Enter 'Baffamo, Lorenfiy and Gratiano. 

Sola. Here comes Ba(^anio j»faur moP noble kinfman, 
Lorenfo, Faryevvell, 

We leaueyou now with better company. 

Sala, I would Iiaueftaid fill I had made you nicrr)'’,, 

If worthier friends had not preuented me. 

jinth^ Your worth is very deere in my regard. 






the Merchant of Venice. 

I take if your owne bufincs calls on you, 

And you embrace th’occafion to depart. 

^ II 

You Vow excee'ding fti'angc : muB it be fo V- 
Sal? Wcele make our leyfures to attend on yours. 

• Exeunt Salarino^ and Solatiio* 

Lor. My Lord BafanioXince you haue found Anthomo 
We two will leaue you, but at inner time 
I pray you haue in niindc where we rauft mcctc. 

I will not faile you. 

Grat. Youlookcnocvvcllfignior^«tW<t, 

You haue too much refpea vpon the world : 

They loofeit that doe buy it with much care, 

Beleeuc me you are mcruailoufly changd. 

jint. I hold the world but as the world Gratkm, 

A (lage, where cucry man muft play a part. 

And mine a fad one. 

Graft. Lctmeplay thcfbole. 

With mirth and laughter let old wrinckics come. 

And let my liuer rather hcate with wiftc 
'tiien my hart coolc with mortifying groncs. 

Why fhould a man whofe blood is warrae within. 

Sit like his grandfirc, cut in Alablaftcr ? 

Sleepc when he wakes ? and creepc into the laundies • / 

By becing pceuilh ? I tell thee what 
1 louc thee, and ris my loue that fpcakes : 

There are a fort of men whole vifages 
Doc crcamcanif^mantlc likca 0anaing pond, 

And doc a wilful ftilncscntcrtaine, y 

With purpofo to be dreft in an opinion 
Ofwifedorac, granitic, profound conceit. 

As who fhould lay, I am fir Oracle, 

And when I ope my lips, let no dogge barkc; 

O my Anthonio I doc know of thefc 
That therefore onely arc reputed wife 
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